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never surrender one jot or tittle of the truth

—

it is your real heritajie—the only one you can

take with you into eternity.'

"Well, Father, mother must have had in-

tuitive vision of what would happen. 1 came
to this city with little money but plenty of

brain and brawn. I was determined to suc-

ceed and did. I remained loyal to the old

Truth until I met beautiful Louise Grayson.

Her father had wealtli, position and fame. He
was a Godless man—one who boasted of an

untrammeled will that rose above the foibles

and superstitions of the ages. He had inoculat-

ed his daughter with the same principles and
while her sweet loveliness softened them and
her tender womanly nature sought for some-

thing more satisfying—yet, I, coward that 1

was, never dared to open to her the portals

of truth.

"I tried to stifle conscience. I read and
studied the modern German philosophers until

I became like them, a scoffer at all things

sacred. At least I tried to become so, but

down deep was the worm that never dieth.

Remorse was ever pursuing me. I could not

shake off those early impressions. My asser-

tions of unbelief deceived others but they never

deceived me, for I never lost nor could lose my
sense of God. I scoffed at religion, I accepted

every theory of every cult, ignoring the Su-

preme Being, and tried to convince myself that

I was acting as a reasonable man.

"Poor mother! Her heart was broken.

Her last words to me were, ' Hans, you may get

away from other things but you can't escape

my prayers.' Troubles came thick and fast

upon me. Children died. Louise died—only

two remained, a daughter and a son. The
children whom you saw the other day are

theirs. They are being brought up in Godless

homes for their parents have never known the

real meaning of the name of God. Since I met

your Bishop I am a changed man. Remember,

I am and always was what the world calls a

good man. I never harmed anyone. I always

did my best to help others to a better living—

but it was only pure altruism—nothing else.

The evening of life finds me yearning to come

back to the faith of my youth but 1 can't do

it. I have gone too for."

"No, no, a thousand times no," hastily inter-

rupted Father Bryson. "It is the call of grace.

The mercy of God is as wide as His omnipo-

tence. Don't hesitate, don't despair, just

place yourself in the attitude of the son in the

parable, come back to your Father's House."

"How can I, Father? What will people

say? I have been honored for my outspoken

denunciation of classes and creeds. My best

friends will treat me with ridicule, if not with
contempt. 1 can't face their scorn or their

pity.
'

'

"Will you still play with God," said Father
Bryson severely. "Will you reject His Mercy?
Will you cast His pardon back into His face?

Remember, it is a fearful thing to fall into the
hands of the Living God when you have scoffed

at His Mercy and rejected His clemency. The
prayers of your mother must be the great wall
of defense between you and the anger of an
offended God. Don't go too far! Don't de-

lay!"
Mr. Schuler answered nothing. Father Brv-

son feeling that he was offended said very hum-
bly, "Forgive me, Mr. Schuler, I have wounded
you but it is because I know you want to come
back and your pride of intellect stands in the
way. You have not surrendered that mind of

yours. You hate to acknowledge your error."
"Yes, that's the crux of the whole situation.

I can't give in."

"See here," said Father Bryson, "you re-

spect and honor the Arehlnshop, let me talk to

him on his return. He will make everything so

easy and nothing need be made known publicly
except that you intend to profess the Catholic
Faith."

"Yes, that's the rub. T shall need to sever
my connection with many secret organizations
in which I am high in their ranks and councils.

'

'

"God is worth it all," responded Father Bry-
son, "and peace of conscience can never be
yours until you do the right thing."

"Well, I have broken the iee, my mind is

relieved. I shall consider the matter a while
longer.

'

'

"Pardon me, Mr. Schuler, it is not consider-

ation that you need, it is execution. Pray God
to give you, not only the desire but the strength
to carry out that desire."

"No, I cannot pray. It is over forty years

since I knelt to God. To do so now would be
childish.''

"But has not the JMaster said 'Unless you
become as a little child you shall not enter the

Kingdom of Heaven'."

"Yes, but that's not for me just yet— a little

longer and I sliall see my way more clearly."

Not wishing to press the matter further,

Father Bryson rose to go, promising Mr. Schuler
to drop in again some evening in the near future.

Meanwhile, Mary Brown in her new home
found every comfort for soul and body. Her
mind seemed to revel in a continous thanksgiv-
ing to God for all His mercies, for with the heal-


